Chapter 1: Meeting The Storyteller


Warm water flowed across my body. I stood in the shower, never wanting to leave. I didn't want to go back to school, but I had to anyways. I did this every Sunday. I don't know why I'm not used to it by now. Eventually, I finished up, put my pajamas on, and layed on my bed until I passed out.

I woke up, threw on a polo shirt, combed my messy brown hair, zoned in and out, just vaguely processing my robotic routine at this point, grabbed my bag, and took the bus. I walked into my first class, and the teacher finally walked in too.

"Good morning! Today, we have a new student! Her name is Amber, and remember, we have a strict no bullying policy…" I zoned out for the rest of what the teacher said. The girl looked around and eventually sat in the only empty seat.

She seemed off to me, although I couldn't explain why exactly. The rest of the morning classes were a boring blur. Eventually, it was lunch, and I sat at my empty corner of the table. Amber sat next to me, staring into my eyes, though I didn't make eye contact. I'm not used to talking to people much. It was pretty silent and awkward until she suddenly asked,

"Are you real?"
"Uh, yeah, I think so." I said, confused.
"That's good." She said, glancing at my hair. She started to reach for it, then she stopped herself.
"Can I touch it?" She asked?
"Go ahead." I said, She stroked it as if it were an animal.
"Do you want to know how you die?" She asked.
I tilted my head like an animal in response.
"How would you know that?" I questioned.
She laughed. "I know a lot of things. Can I grab your arm?" She said, her hand already prepared to.
"Sure?" I said, not really sure myself.
She grabbed my arm, slowly moved down to my hand.
"I want to show you something. After school." She whispered. The bell rang, and for once, I was mad that it did. We parted hands, but it felt like we were still connected.

The rest of school dragged on more than usual, up until the final bell. The girl was already outside my classroom door when I walked outside. She silently walked next to me out the door, and I followed her outside the building.
"What were you going to show me?" I asked.
"My room." She said. She walked towards her car, and I followed her.
"Why do you want to show me your room? You just met me." I asked.
"I can tell I'm going to like you." She said. I texted my parents I was going to a friend's house, and reluctantly got into the passenger's seat.

She played the weirdest music on the way there. She nodded her head to distorted melodies and mouthed the words that I couldn't even tell what language they were in. When we did eventually get there, she unlocked the door, and then another lock, and then the final lock.

We stepped into the living room, with weirdly patterned carpets, drape covered windows, and many small and large confusing devices. She dragged me upstairs, past many strange paintings, into her room, filled with small figurines, a computer with a drawing tablet, and a large red bed.

She sat down on it, and patted the spot next to her. She moved closer to me after I sat, and she cleared her throat.
"I have many stories to tell you. Let's begin with the most complex." She said.


Chapter 2: A Mad Universe's Transmissions


There are screens filled with static all across The Void. The Void is a place where demons, freakish fish-human hybrids, and many other monsters dwell...and horrors worse than hell await.

The screens flicker with a shadow. Many people are watching and waiting an all-powerful demon to make his broadcast. A shadow appears over the dark screen, darker than the shadow itself. Only his red, glowing eyes light the screen for a moment. Eventually, the lights click on, and the noisy mix of various shades of purple appear, and so does the figure. The Spirit Of Chaos.

He has very dark purple skin surrounding his alien-like head. His eyes are very wide, and his pupils are thin lines stretching downwards. His mouth is a dark, smiling, unmoving void. His fingers are sharp claws. In contrast to all of this, he wears a big black puffy afro, and a brown shirt.

He greets his viewers, and introduces his program. He informs his monster viewers that this is a special addition of the transmission, as he is attempting to contact humans as well. He makes use of electronics to translate his voice, which simply sounds like screaming to humans, to translate his voice. His goal is to show intelligent creatures being created from nothingness. He shows the viewers a human-like creature with black hair, dark voids with small, glowing gray pupils, and white skin falling downwards to him. He claims it will arrive by his next broadcast. He leaves the viewers with as much enthusiasm as he can manage, which isn't very much, and cuts to static once again.

A voice persists through it, though, begging to be let free. Begging someone, anyone, for help. The transmission abruptly cuts him out, until the next day.

 

The Spirit Of Chaos once again greets his viewers, showing that his "creature" has finally arrived. The creature flinches whenever Chaos moves, and who knows what has happened to him behind the scenes.

Suddenly, the monster's eyes go pitch black, and he attacks the creature, for "experimental reasons." Bright red particles shoot from his claw, grabbing at his face, rearranging him, but not killing him. He is left elsewhere, missing a nose, bleeding from his left eye, skin darkening, with a forced, wide smile. His long sleeve hoodie has been turned into a short sleeve, with contorted arms that have missing chunks and floating pieces. The creature's gray, glowing eyes are completely dark.

Static shuts off the transmission once more.

 

Chaos announces this episode will be dedicated to revealing how everything the viewers know and love is a lie. Suddenly, a red puff of smoke appears beside him, and a monster appears in it's place, seemingly teleporting there.

Chaos questions him, and he introduces himself as The Spirit Of Justice. He looks very annoyed. His eyes are baggy, and his orange hair is just a orange puff. He claims he is there because of what he believes to be the murder of an innocent creature.

Chaos makes fun of him, again questioning him and why creatures care for one another. The evil monster tries to clarify what his intentions were, but Justice cuts him off and dismisses him. Chaos reaches his long arms to try to attack Justice, but he raises his own hand up to block him, his hand glowing a bright shade of blue. They are locked in this position for a moment, then a purple cloud suddenly appears where Chaos once was. Justice looks terrified, and suddenly a claw reaches out and kills him.

The static resumes.

 

Chaos begins his monologue, but then the screen starts to glitch. It cuts to black. Suddenly, the creature from before is on screen, with no Chaos in sight. Subtitles appear alongside him.

"Did you forget about me?" "Did you think I was dead?" "Or did you just want to see me suffer?"

The screen glitches back to Chaos. He analogues the interruption, but it doesn't seem to phase him. He instead introduces another creature, which teleports on-screen with a white puff of smoke, who claims she will help find his old experiment. She seems annoyed, but teleports away regardless.

The old experiment teleports in her place a few moments later. The girl is nowhere in sight. Chaos reaches out to kill him, but he teleports away too quickly.

The monster screams so loud, but without any meaning. This loud, defining scream, fills many televisions around The Void. This was the end of his patience.

Static.

 

He quickly greets his viewers again, and introduces The Spirit Of Logic. A blue, blobby man with eyes that can't pick which direction to go, yet he wears glasses anyways. Logic talks with Chaos for a while, and says the creature is most likely A Spirit Of Madness now, due to Chaos "changing" aspects about him. Chaos asks how to destroy him, and Logic concludes that the only option is to get help from The Spirit Of Order.

There is a very long period of silence.

Logic finally breaks the silence. "Pretty funny, The Spirit Of Chaos and Order teaming up-" Logic is interrupted by his murder and the television screens.

The newly named Madness interrupts the static to simply say: "I'm ready." before leaving.

 

The transmission is resumed to show Chaos and Order. Order's yellow, triangle face is made up of many more triangles. Chaos claims that he is going to kill Order to prove that he is more powerful than him.

They clash hands, red and yellow sparks flying everywhere. They teleport around to try to catch each other off guard, but both fail. The fight doesn't seem like it will ever end. Two equals locked in a never-ending battle.

Suddenly, when the other two teleport once more, Madness shows up and kills Order. Chaos and Madness lock eyes for a moment. Madness teleports away, and interrupts the feed. He finally speaks while on camera.

"This is a message to The Spirit Of Chaos. I gave you a favor. Please give me one back. Let me live without being tortured. I know you're not harmless. I know I may seem harmless to you, but I promise I'm not. I know you don't understand the world. I don't either, if I'm being honest. I know you hate a lot of it. I do too. But Chaos isn't going to fix anything. It's just going to make things worse. I forgive you for all that you've done. Just please try to adjust to this weird, twisted world we call reality."

The feed cuts back to Chaos. For once, silence sweeps The Void. Anticipation builds. Two words escape the monster's mouth.

"I'm sorry."


Chapter 3: A Mad Universe's Mind


What happened in the mind of this creature to drive him to madness? There are legends for this, too.

A creature with flashbacks to a tragic past that never existed. A creature that created everything he hates, even the death that haunts him. A creature as real as what he has created, begging himself to wake up.

What I think happened that day? The girl hired by Chaos followed as she was instructed. She destroyed the creature's mind beyond repair. Madness simply took ahold of him.

 

All we know for sure is Chaos, Madness, and the girl teamed up one day to destroy The Void, agreeing to die together, and that they succeeded...but the girl got away before she was killed.

But that's a story meant to be told in a violet light, not an amber one.


Chapter 4: A Mad Universe's Simp


A kid with black hair wearing a black hoodie was walking to his home. Another kid, this time with brown hair and a polo, saw him, and he loved him. He wanted to give him as much as money could by. These kids were named Jackson and Noah respectively.

Jackson was tired of the kid and just wanted to be left alone, but Noah insisted on his offer to help him with anything he needed. Jackson eventually caved in, and let Noah tag along.

Noah bought him Eggos from the store, but he came back with them at midnight. The next day, they went shopping in the mall, but Noah looked at childish things, and held them there until midnight again. The day after that, Noah went off for a walk, but promised to come back.

Why did Noah care so much for him? Jackson couldn't stand it. It made him feel insane. It made him go to a void in his mind, one where he understood why he hated his life. One where monsters roamed, and where he could fix his problems with ease. One where he was powerful, and didn't just create stupid stories on the internet that NOBODY read. One where people cared for the things he made, not who he was. One where he could die, and nobody would care.

He left a short story for Noah when he returned, and maybe others if they ever saw it. A story wishing everyone farewell.


Chapter 5: A Mad Universe's Simp


There are screens filled with static all across Hell. Hell is a place where demons, freakish angel-devil hybrids, and many other monsters dwell...and horrors worse than anything await.

The screens flicker with a shadow. Many people are watching and waiting an all-powerful demon to make his broadcast. A shadow appears over the dark screen, darker than the shadow itself. Only his orange, glowing eyes light the screen for a moment. Eventually, the lights click on, and the fiery mix of various shades of red appear, and so does the figure.

The flames crackle, but his voice powers over them, in a enthusiastic 90's voice. He says he's starting a show to show cool stuff that happens, and a "radical" guitar jingle plays.

He eventually shows a small imp that has stolen angel wings. We cut to a fight taking place between the imp and the devil in the sky, though the angel is flying around on a cloud, and simply shoots the imp with a single arrow.

A kid with brown hair shows up and hands the devil a letter from "the boss" explaining why she is interrupting the program. The devil introduces her as "our new friend, Violet," and says she has powers. Suddenly, she reaches out and kills the devil with them, then teleporting away.

She teleports to Satan himself, who warns her not to hurt him, as he is the most powerful creature ever. She teleports behind him and kills him, but not before he reaches out and attacks her, destroying her arm, like what happened to Madness. He drops a walkie-talkie he was holding, and Violet grabs it before it falls into the flames. She turns onto it and speaks into it.

"Hello? Is anyone there? Anyone?" A pause. "Well, if I just can't hear you, I was looking for my brother Noah. I've heard he's been a bit down ever since Jackson-" She stops herself mid sentence. "Nevermind. I just really want to talk to him." She stops again and cries, but less from the pain of her arm, and more from what she fears. "I want to make sure he's okay. I don't want him to go down the path his friend did."

 

The universe itself starts to crumble in response to her speech.


Chapter 6: Talking With The Storyteller


"Why did you stop reading it there?" I asked, after realizing she wasn't pausing for any dramatic effect.
"That's all that matters...for the core themes of the story, at least." She said, as if it was obvious.
"Well, what happened to Noah? What happened to Violet?" I questioned, desperate for answers.
"They're as good as dead, as far as the story is concerned. Technically, if we're following patterns, Noah died, and then Violet went insane, and the cycle continues." She said.
"Well, IS that what happened?" I asked.
"Nothing happened. The story is over, I wrote it that way on purpose." She stated.
"YOU wrote that story? It's so good!" I exclamed.
"No, it's really not. I hate it. It's not paced well, there's too much information in some parts, but mostly not enough. It isn't scary, the deeper themes are too obscured..." She said, but I cut her off.
"No, really, you're wrong. I love it." I said.
"Well, I guess I just hate my work, and myself." She said with a giggle.
"Why? What's wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing, I'm just a stupid little schizoid, writing stories, rewriting stories, getting the stories confused with reality, deleting the stories, deleting accounts, reworking everything under a new name, covering up the new name, doing it ALL until SOMEBODY cares. But that person doesn't exist, do they?" She questioned.
"I'm right here." I said.
"SHUT UP!" She said, punching me out of existence.

I readjusted my point of view back to myself. I just rewrote all of Madverse again, this time in a story adaptation where I'm sharing it with someone. I'm really that desperate, aren't I? And now I'm writing about how I wrote that I wrote Madverse. Wow, I really can't stop making animations and stories that are just about insanity. It's so annoying. To be forced to express yourself in a vacuum and through art that isn't even worded or drawn well, and to want people to care, but then freak out when they actually realize that you're not just trying to be a meta story, that you're actually crying for help that you can only cry for online, to an audience that doesn't even exist.

That you're just a scared little schizoid that doesn't have the ability or willpower to kill themselves anywhere but within writing.

But they do it over and over, desperate that they will be satisfied.

Scared someone will see their true meaning behind their work.

Scared they'll have to start all over again.